CHAPTER V
IT might have been owing, as M'Whizzle stated, to
the special interposition of some mysterious agency,
or to the unexpectedly elaborate cunning of some
gang, that the police were baffled, but the fact re-
mained that a week elapsed and Old Joke had not
been recovered. It was a state of affairs, M'Whizzle
said, unique in his experience. He could only put
it down to the causes above mentioned.
" I expect I shall have to take a hand in the game
myself, Podd," he said to his confidential clerk.
"Yessir," said Archibald, gravely.
The office with its rows of shelves, telephone, type-
writer, card indices, duplicates, adding machine, its
polished mahogany and burnished mirrors, was a new
experience for the young confidential clerk. He did
not say so, having in his twenty years or 50 of life
learnt the unwisdom of constantly volunteering ignor-
ance. There was something about his face, he had
found out, which made people instinctively believe
that he knew everything. What it was he did not
know. His was no ordinary face. The mirror
whispered that to him constantly. He did not like
its colour much. The nose, he sometimes felt, was
a quarter of an inch too far to the left, the moustache
over the thick blackish lips would never trust him
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